








xOV It TIVOLI 


July 17 On weekdays the main square of Tivoli gives the 
impression of having suffered a momentary interruption of its animation, as 
if at any second it would again be filled with its crowds of Sunday strollers 
and drivers. 

In front of the Italia Theater a small hand-written poster informs the 
customers that “the theater will be closed until Thursday while interiors 
are filmed for a picture by Fellini.” 

It is almost noon, and yet activity seems reduced to the minimum. 
True, there are two cameras—one in the middle of the auditorium, turned 
toward the screen; the other on the side, trained on the wooden seats. 
But the director is slumped in one of these seats and Nello, the produc- 
tion director, has his bad-day look. Anouk Aimée and Rossella Falk are 
in their ordinary clothes, and Marcello is not even made up. When Fellini 
asks him to go in to Fava, Marcello says: “It’s still too early. All I need 
is three-quarters of an hour, you know.” 

“Yes, but then you need three-quarters of an hour more to telephone, 
and that brings us up to the count,” Fellini laughs. 

The rest period arrives before the first shot. The theater connects with 
a little café that gives onto the square. We find chairs on the terrace, 
in the shade, and open our lunch boxes. The café owner smiles hospitably. 
The invasion is profitable. There are a few American tourists, who came 
to see the Villa d’Este, and a kind of village idiot. Encouraged by the 
stagehands, he goes through a strange routine: he thinks he is still in the 
war, and imitates a partisan raid. 

At three o’clock the auditorium is still full of sterile silence as if all the 
people there were only shadows torn out of time. 

There is an attempt to project the tests made by Guido for his film. 
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